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„and it would be okay on any other day... 


Author's Notes: 
After suffering the worst bout of writer\'s block, | gave myself a half an hour and sat down to write. 


This is the product of that. As always, questions, comments and criticisms are gratefully and humbly received. 


By the time he got to the rehearsal room, Andy knew that being late had been a mistake. Stewart was 
tightening his snare, so tightly that Andy was afraid one more attempt would find the skin snapping under the 
strain. But still his long fingers worked at the butterfly screw, carefully avoiding eye contact with the other 


musician in the room. 


Chancing a glance, Andy turned to a face that was predominantly made up of hard, throbbing angles. Sting's jaw 
was clenched so tightly that it was a wonder he wasn't actually grinding his teeth, and a prominant vein stood 
out against his muscular neck. One hand was firmly holding the neck of his bass guitar, a grip so tight that 
every tendon in his arm was standing up, the other one trying to casually pick at the notes, an angry buzzing 


noise from an unplugged bass rattling at his ears. 


"Hi" 


Andy's attempt at cheery fell woefully short, although a bit of him was surprised that the word didn't create 


sparks in the energy filled room. 
"Hey." 
"Hello, Andy" 


Stewart was surprisingly quiet, Sting's voice the usual curt pleasantry that was harder than any insult, yet 


somehow he didn't think it was aimed in his direction. 


Andy couldn't help but think that he'd missed something. 


+++ 


Sting had Stewart up against the wall, his mouth nothing but a hard slant against Stewart's, robbing him of 
breath, thought, and anything which might fall in between. Stewart hated him, hated this lean, muscular body 


pressed against him, and more than anything he hated how much he was loving it. 


He chanced a moan, that became a gargle of pleasure as Sting made his way down Stewart's neck. With every 
single kiss Stewart was getting harder, so when Sting pressed his hand there, his capable, square fingers 
rubbing suggestively against the prominent ridge in his jeans. 


"Do you like that?" 


Sting's voice was hardly a purr, something in it like velvet being rubbed the wrong way, a delicious and painful 
friction to it. It had been like this before, there was some intrinsic need for Sting to dominate and submit at 


the same time. This was the third time. 


The first time had been after a show somewhere in the deep south, the sweat had been pouring off Stewart. 
He'd changed halfway through into shorts, and after the gig Sting had barged into his dressing room, raging 
with his jungle tiger temper. One thing had led to another, and Sting had been on his knees in front of Stewart, 
deep-throating in a way that Stewart found obscene, hideous, and perfect. 


The second time, they were on the flight to the studio, coming back from the Netherlands. It had been easy, in 
so many ways, a relief to get the hell out of the studio where noone was happy, and get back to the crowds. 
It was no secret that Sting's ego was always easier to handle after he'd had thousands of people applauding 
him, and for a minute it fell into easy cameraderie. They'd been joking, actually joking, no bites and no attempts 


to hurt one another, but an easy laughter from knowing one another so well 


"Fuck off," Stewart had said, laughing through a handful of nuts. "Big man you might be, but you know I'm 


bigger." 


Furtively, Sting had looked across the sleeping guitarist, and then slipped his hand under the blanket and started 
rubbing Stewart's thigh, delicately petting there. Stewart's eyebrows had shot up into his hairline, but then 
Sting was whispering in his ear, tiny damp promises and almost audible tender endearments. Finally Stewart 
gave into the sensation, tilting back his head and relishing the feel of him. Afterwards, though, Sting had 
settled back in his seat and prepared himself to sleep. Opening his eyes, Stewart had reached out and for a 
brief moment felt the solid mass of Sting's thigh beneath him, before his hand was pushed off. 


He didn't try again 


And now. Now Sting was at it again, and he didn't know if it was in the drugs he was taking, or because they 
were so far from home in every sense with no prospect of getting back, but Sting was against him, kissing him 
and touching him. But he was pushed to that point, they could carry on like this without answers, or he could 
stop. 

He tried, but that seemed to spur Sting on. It didn't help that his body was betraying him in every way, leaning 
into his contact, silently begging for more. The third time he pushed Sting off fully, peeling himself from the 
wall and standing there. Sting had gone pink, gasping for breath, and the silence went from shock into a 
stoniness. By the time Stewart had his wits about him [and his trousers fastened up], there was no way to 


brook the gap between them. 


+++ 


None of this was visible as Andy looked between them, though. 


He just knew it was going to be one hell of a day. 


